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TIM HOLT'S 




TIM HOLT, on his great saddler Lightning, 
is about to call a turn (above) as he and his men 
follow an outlaw trail. The scene is from the 
RKO-Radio picture. "The Arizona Ranger." 

Looks like that one hurt ! Tim uses his fists to 
get Tony Barrett to talk (leit). This is a sample 
of the slam-bang action that roars all through 
the picture, "Guns of Hate." 

From the same RKO production, the scene 
below shows that good citizens sometimes get 
into a lot of trouble quite innocently. Here 
Tim and Chito sit in jail, wrongly charged with 
murder. 
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TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 
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■CHITO/ THIS WAY/ 

THESE STEERS ARE 

IN DANGER/ 




f 







POOL RANCHERS, 
LETTING FENCES 
STAND IN TH7S 

WEATHER/ 









'VS 



WE MAKE THESE 
LONGHORNS RUN FOR 
TO STIR UP THEIR 

BLOOD/ GIT ALONG, i?S 
DOGIES/ 



^Sa?/^ 



Xn the white silence a 




fc2 





DON'T KNOW V ME, I \| 
WHAT WE DIO, WOULO )-" 

BUT I'LL PINO J RATHER ASK 
OUT SOON r/THEE QUESTIONS 
ENOUGH.' /AFTER I 'AVE 
SHOT THEE ONE 

who ees sworn 

V AT ME/ 



fc. 




TIM HOLT 




, NO USE A- WIN' TO US, 

STRANGER. WE KNOW DEVIL 

DAN BARNETT HIRED VUH, LIKE 

HE'S HIRED THOSE OTHER KILLERS/J 

WE SAW VUH BUST DOWN 

OUR FENCE/ 



T SMASH ED YOUR FENCE 
TO SAVE YOUR CATTLE/ 

DON'T YOU KNOW STEERS HUDDLE 
AGAINST A PENCE IN WINTERTIME ? 
THEY (SET COVERED WITH DRIFT 
SNOW AND FREEZE TO DEATH/ 



RECKON I DIDN'T KNOW THAT. 
I'M NOT USED TO THESE 
NORTHERN WINTERS. WE'RE 
FROM ARKAN5AS. ALL SMALL 
RANCHERS. 

' 'WHO IS THIS 

BARNETT YOU 

MENTIONED? 



DEVIL DAN'S A BIG CATJLE-] 
MAN. FIGURES HE OWNS < 
OUR LAND AND WATERSHED. 
HE'5 GOT TH' OLD-FASHIONED 
IDEA ABOUT FREE RANGE. WE 

BOUGHT TITLE FROM THE 
GOVERNMENT. 



\ 



» ■': 



YOU'RE NOT CUTTING ^ 'COURSE NOT/ HE HAS ALL 
OFF HIS WATER SUPPLY, J THE WATER HE WANTS. BUT 
ARE yOU ? f-r^ HE LIKES OUR GRAZE LAND, 
TOO. AND HE'S HIRED MEN 
TO SHOOT US, TO RUN 
OFF OUR STEERS., 




EVEN THE WEATHER IS HELPIN' HIM. 

I WORST COLD AND MOST SNOW IN i 

1 ALONG TIME, I HEAR. IF US SMALL 

RANCHERS DON'T GET THROUGH 

THE WINTER SAFELY- WE'RE 

LICKED/ 



TIM HOLT 



r^.V rU^* J° PULL \TrO APPRECIATE |T IP U 
DOWN YOUR FENCES If *V VOU HOMBRES WOULD 
VOU WANT TO SAVE VOUR YvGIVE ME A HAND/ 
CATTLE, THAT WAY TH6V CAN 
FORAGE AND WONT GET 
CAUGHT IN DRfPTS. 




-L^ 



HIGH ABOVE THE FLAT 
PLAINS, HARD-FACSD RlDERS 
WATCH THg FEVERISH 
ACTIVITY... 



BETTER 



Devil dan barnett 
shows his teeth in a' 
snarl of rage at the 

NEWS.' - 



LOOKS LIKE AONSw) t |ll nlj 

an 1 wi<; pals waup J.L b j-'r°r ti . 



HIRED TWO 
STRANGERS/ 1 



BOUT THIS. 



, 'LET'S KITE , 
WUT OF HERE. 



POR SEVERAL DAVS, TIM ANO 
CHITO RIDE THE RANGE WITH THg 
RANCHERS, PULLING DOWN POST* 
AND WIRE... 



t „ >/ ees GOOD 

'WE'LL HEAO FOR\ID6A. THEES 
HOWS WHEN WE )COLD WEATHER 
GST THEM ALL /gE5 GSSVIN6 ME 
DOWN. MifCHEELS.' ffRRR... 



I 
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IF THOSS 
TENDERFEET 
GET HELP FROM 
EXPERIENCED COWMEN, 
THEY MIGHT RlDE OUT THE 
WINTER. C^LL IN THORNE/ 



THORNE.YDU GOT A REPUTATION 
AS A FAST GUNSLING6R. I WAS 
IWOMDERIN' HOW YOU AN' THAT 
STRANGER HELPIN' OUT AGNEW 
WOULD COME OUT IN 
A GUN PIGHT/ 

I GET 



:Ki 



YUH/ 



m 



^\ 



Nr;XT DAY, IN THE LITTLE FRONTIER 
TCWJOFRED CLOVO — . 

^rii pick up 

COFF-ee, THEN 



EET CAN'T BE x " 

TOO SOON ENOUGH 

FOR ME 

BRRRR 





TIM HOLT 



' GET ON YORE FEET, 
yuH TWO-BIT COWPOkE/ 
I AIM TO PINO OUT WHAX 
YUH LOOK LIKE WITH 
DAYLIGHT SHOT THROUGH 
YUH/ 




ESS ONE VAIRY GOOD QUESTION/ 

I AM FOR TO WONDER % OW VOU WILL. 

LOOK LIKE THAT, MYSELF.' YOO WAIT 

TEEL MY FRAN' TIM EES ON HEES 

FEET, EH ?_ , 






*\ 
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YOU'RE MIGHTY ANXIOUS 
TO START A GUNPLAY WITH 
ME, AREN'T YOU? HMMM... 
YOU MUST BE ONE OF 
fc» DEVIL DAN'S GUN HANDS. 
GO FOR YOUR. IRONS 
ANYTIME YOU WANT-/ 




Unknown to tim, men 
are watching prow nearby 
winoows, rifles rai5ed- 



IF HE GETS 
THORN 6 BY SOME 
MIRACLE - WE'LL 




:s 



"iHORNE'S HAN PS 
MOVES WITH THE 
SPEED OF TRAINING. HE 
YANKS HIS COLTS FREE 
OF HIS HOLSTERS. BUT 
TIM'S HANDS ARE BLURRffl 
LIGHTNING. IT IS TIM'S 
GUNS THAT FLAME 
AND ROAR — 




TIM HOLT 



In echo to his partner's sixguns, chitcs 
winchester cracks ohce — twice / 




TIM HOLT 



#. 



0UT AS HOUR AFTER HOUR. 
PA55ES, AND THB "MOO WAGON" 
DOES NOT ARRIVE, WORRIED FROWNS 
REPLACE CONFIDENT SMILES. . . 



.IF SOMEONE 
JHELD HER UP- 
'WE'RE THROUGH.' 
"BARNETT WILL 
MAKE THE BANK 
FORECLOSE ON 
OUR DUE NO 




-SOB- \ 

AFTER ALL 
MAYBE IT RAN INTO/ WE'VE CONE, 
ROUGH GOING, f^ THROUGH---<, 
TO HAVE THIS 



P^NOW, MARTHV.' 
NO NEED WEEPIN*. 




HOPE9 CRASH AMID 
THE SOFT SOBS OF WOMEN 
AND THE MUFFLED, HELPLESS 
DISCUSSIONS OP HARD- 
WORKING, HONEST MiN. 



WHAT 
YOU 



FIVE HOURS 
LATE, CHITO/ 



EET LOOKS 




THERE'S NO 
LAW THAT SAYS 
'WE CAN'T RIDE 
r OUT AND FIND OUT 
WHAT HAPPENED 
TO THAT "MUD 
.WAGON," IS THERE? 




THOSE POOR RANCHERS ^EEF THERE EES > 
ARE TOO FUSSED UP TO THINK ) GUNPLAY, YOU AN' 
.STRAIGHT. BESIDES, THEY'RE JX WEEL WOT l AV6 
ALL MARRIED. A^-^T A FAMILY TO THEENK 

ABOUT, EH ? 



SOWE: MIU6S LATER, ALONG 

THE TRAII ^ ^- v 

LOOK/ THE 



MUD WAGON"TURNED 
AROUND HERE. IT'S 
GOING BACK TO TRiNlOAD 
...OR TO SOME SPOT 
WHERE IT CAN BE 
PLUNDERED IN SAFETV/ 



V 



-: 



ms*?; 



TIM HOLT 




FASTER, LIGHTNING/ 
FASTER, FASTER.. 



Foot ei foot the mighty 

PALOMINO GAINS GROUND/ WHEN 
HE IS EVEN WITH THE RUNNING 
MUD WAGON* AND ITS CAPTORS, 
TIM PULLS AN OLD INDIAN TRICK.' 



Then, in full gallop, 
he resumes his saddle- 
witm both colts flaming.' 




TIM HOLT 




In THE LAZy D RANCH- HOUSE, the fiddles 

AND GUITARS SET THE PACE POR HAPPy DANCERS — 



BECAUSE TOMORROW THERE'LL 

BE PEATH OVER THE R A.N&E .' f 

A CHINOOK IS BLOWING UP/, 




TIM HOLT 



r eo, r called you ^ why, its ^Mf i AM worried/ if that 

| PROM THE DANCejWBT, SORT OF.^CHINOOK LASTS, YOU SMALL 
TO FEEL THAT -X AND WARM. \RANCHERS ARE FINISHED/ ■ 
BREEZE, K^-f WARM/ THAT MEANSUHE MELTED SNOW WILL 



"Y 



IT'LL MELT THE SNOW 
BUT... VOU LOOK 
WORRIED/ 



FREEZE TO PORM ICE, AND 
YOUR CATTLE WILL NEVER 
BREAK THROUGH IT TO 
REACH THEIR fOQQ. YOUR 

HERDS 

WILL— // 

DIE/ Jf 





The RDDL.esvAH» 

THE GUITARS '<&mW§>® 
PLAYING, ONE &Y ; 
ONE, THE PAN 
AND THE 
LEAVE THE 
ROOM — _ 

DON'T LET 
IT STOP... 
MAKE IT R»SS 




Hour after hour, the small ranchers, 
their wives and friends huddle near 
the log ranchhouse. the warm, w6t wino 
orows stronger 



And thsn chito shiver*/ 
a girl wraps her shawl closer 
about her shoulders — 



DID YOU SAY- 
COLD? 
WHY, SURE/ 
ITS 

CHANGING/ 




TIM HOLT 



Slowly the days of winter creep 
into spring, and with spring come the 
lashing rains. one afternoon, a few 
miles outside the crookep t 



PLENTy SMART OF "\KENo/ THE 
DAN TO COOK UP \RAlN'LL WASH 

THIS RuSTLIN' SCHEME/ JAWAV OUR 

TRACKS. THEM' 
' :/ '\H , /"TRANCHERS'LL 
// NEVER KNOW 
WHAT HAPPENED 




TIM HOLT 



soane of you ride straight for 

THE HERO. I'LL TAKE CHITO AND A 
COUPLE OF MENANO TRY TO HEAD 
OFF THE RUSTLERS &EFORE TH£V 
REACH THE CANYONS — 




TIM HOLT 



From a connecting draw, the small 
ranchers thunder down on the 
crooked t rustlers 



pRO/Y\ A NEARBY HILLTOP, DBVIU DAN 
BARNETT STA0S SPURS DEEP INTO THE 
SfDE OF HIS SADDLER, 




^THEY'LL RUN TO ANOTHER RANGE, 
WITHOUT DEVIL OAN TO HIRE THB«\. 
LOOKS AS THOUGH YOU BOYS 
SAW THE WINTER THROUGH - 
TO VICTORY ' 




And as the first scented 
breeze of spring sweeps 

DOWN INTO RED ClOUO VALLEY 
IT HERALDS THB NEW PEACE 
THAT HAS COME TO THE 
LITTLE RANCHES--- 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




THE 
SADDLE... 

WAS THE COW- 
BOV'S THRONE. 
HEBE HE RULED 
SUPREME. BUT 
MORE THAN THRONE 
IT WAS HIS WORK- 
BENCH, TOO. HERE 
HE ROPED CAJTLE, 
RODE ON 7RAIL 
DRIVES. POLISHED 
UP TO GO A-COUKT- 
INS. SOME SADDLES 
WERE ENRICHED WITH 
FANCY LEATHER SCROLL- 
WORK AND WERE 
ORNAMENTED WITH 
SOLD OR SILVER. 



PRONTO... 

FAST, IN A HURRV 

POTHOOkS... 

SPURS 



MALPAI*..." 

HOCK FORMATIONS OP VOLCANIC 

mi 

OCOTtXO... 

a m© osaefft SHRUB 



TIM HOLT 




ihe ©reat freight wagons that trunpled across the prairies' were sfflons 
lures to the warlike inplans on their pant and p1ebalp ponies, with war , 
whoop and war arrow, they fell like ravenin6 wolves oh th£ hltee coyerep vans/ 

However, the innocent indian was often blamep for the depreciations of the 
0ad indian -anp when m0ney-hjn6rv white mew fannep the savage^' pe$ire5 with rotten 
vmie-key - then tim holt anp his partner. chlto founp the/m$elv6^ with ah armful 

qF troupe ALONG THE WAR-WHOOP TR/MLi 



Feathered headdress whipping in the wind, 
painted c0n1anches fall on a freksht- wa&on 
train some miles east of fort defiance 




TIM HOLT 



"Topping a hommock of sanp, tim holt 
with chito anp a half'- pozen of hie 

TBAR H COWHANP^ V/Hlf TH©R MOUNTS 
TO A HARP GALLOP/ 




TIM HOLT 



^COMANCHE LANCE GASHED 

MY SADDLE. LIKE TO HAVE 

IT &TITCHBP VR 



1h the saddler shop near -we 

PORT'S PAUSADE 



COME OM, VOUi 1 , 
RECOGNIZED YUH A& 0>IE 
OF TW' INJUNS THAT 
ATTACKED MY 
VJAGONS'. 




IHERE'd T/Hl£ DIFFERENCE; \ LOOK AT TUOSE WOU'RE RIGHT, 
yOV IGNORAMUS! BLAME THE /WAR ARROWS /HOLT. THANK* A 
APACHES, AND THEY'LL HIT <0IR.THEY AREyLOT FOR POINTING 
THE WAR TRAIL. MEN AMP ^ 
WOMEN AMD CHILDREN WILL 
Pit'. ALL BECAUSE OF 
YOUR PETTY HATE AND 
PlSLIKE! 




PARTING EA6I.E GRATEFUL 1 . 

SOT PALEFACE MAKE PAD 
ENEMY |N tMH&H. H'M 
BAD'. VOL) TAKE THIS 

MEDICINE BA<3. IT HELPj 

*YOU FIG-HT 




TIM HOLT 



, MUNSEN WANT APACHES JO TAKE WAR PATH. 1 
ftgN ©REAT WHITS FATHER IN WASHINGTON 
fAKE AWAY APACHES' LANP. NOT ©We TO 
THEM fOR RESERVATION. LAND HAS 
©OOP 6RASS AND WATER. 
MMSEN BUY IT CHEAP, THEN. 
MAKE Bl<3 RANCH! 



Z_ 



THERE (SO MJNSEN 
NOW. TAKE FIREWATER. 
IH WA60N TO MV PEOPLE 
MAKE HEAP TROUBLE! 



HMMM'- THE *= 
CAVALRY WILL 
6E CALLEP IN. 
THcN MMSEN 
WILL FILE CLAIM 
tO THE LAND! 



c 



Jt . 




, 6IT OUT "1 I SAI0- LET'S 
AS NEW, SO LET'S BE OFFSET'S SEE WHAT'S IN THAT \q' HERE, WHAT'S IN THAT 



THE SAPPIE'S AS ©OOP Nf**™ 6 lAT&R V"/ 

AS NEW, SO LET'S BE OFFSET'S SEE WHAT'S ... , .~i ^ u - nc~=, whjyp=» ir* 
' AFTER MW^eH^\6»m^6.ywf<eOH,MW^.J^eAP^e6) holt- a 7 wa&on'. 
WP UAVE SOMETHING TO f CAN'T PROJECT THEMSELVES-A E$ s.,j V,/ s 

flS, HS5 ri^S'v.iV*. liTui go e /^J want /A I — "^ 

TC STOP / \ 



SO IT'S Uf- W OBC£KT WHITE 
MEN TO EAF&SUA, .3 THEM. 




r MEN LIKE iOV CW&B INP/ANS "\ //_ > 
i TO MASSACRE HELPLESS PEOPLE J ^OQr, 
[ TO REPAY WHAT YOU PO TO/< »# 



,- THIS IS A PLEASURE, MUNSEN ! 
MEN LIKE VOU CWi-B INPIANS 




6P0RS FLASHING IN THE SUN, MUNSeN 
KICKS AT TIM! 




TIM HOLT 



Ttft dYVAY£ ASIPE JUST A# f» «PORS 
* STAS AT HI* FACE - ANP MISS.' TAKING 

MUwsen ey his ankle anp appin© t» we 

MOMENTUM OP THE KICK TIM THROWS Hid 
OPPONENT OFF BALANCE 






-That night, in a small salook 
1 juet outsipe the fort 



if holt hangs arounp here/ 

he'll queer our game. we're 

gettin' rip of him - now/ 

no man can smash 

my liquor an' live.' 



-^c 



Vi 



{.MB THAN AN HOUR LATER. 





TIM HOLT 



ATTRACTED ©V THE NOISE, CHITO TJRHS 
THB CORKER, WITH TIM'S COW&OYB FRO/A 
TUB T BAR. H RANCH 




THANKS, CHITO. "\VWY- FOR VOL) 
A COLT 8ARREL } ALWAYS FOR 
ACROSS THE FACE J To ©O ALONE, 
HALF A P0ZEN" /HET? WHY-FOR 
TIMES ISN'T i-'yoU NOT TELL 



ME? YOU CRA«£,)tHE ARACH66 WILL 50 ON 
THE WAR - TRAIL - ANP 
A LOT OF INNOCENT 
PEOPLE WILL P/e.'/f-, 

/ 




NOT CRAZY. 0UT WORRIBP? 
WE CANT STAY HERE 

forever! ano vwerJ we 
go, MWsew'LL 6E oor 

CELLING HIS FIRB WATER. 



RIDE TO THE APACHE CAMP 
5EEK OUT DARTIN<5 EAGLE. 
SHOW HIM THAT MEPICINE 

BAof tbll Him — 



>MI«, 



Next aaorn/ng, a little after pawn 
lights the skf with rep streamer©... 




i tPITTT 



TIM HOLT 



>©ME HOUR£> LAtep., IN THE 0HAP0WS- 

of 1H£ paintep euTiez, chito join* t>m 
Anp m© covj&ove "' r- 



PARTIMS EASLE SAY HEE£ 
MEM WEEU PRETENP TO BOY 
FIREWATER. 6UT CO/VIE QUeEK/ 
HE £AY HE E£* NOT GVP.& 
HOW LONG CAN KEEP 
— r THEM FROM PREENKf 




HOLP YOUR. FIRE,pOYs! 
/YUJN&EN ANP 1 WILL 
SETTLE 1WS — ONCE 
ANP FOR ALL! 



'■VIA BXPECJIHG THE COIONEL, 
A\UN££N, £0 1 WANT TO 0E SURE . 
VOU'Re HERE WHEN HE ARRIVE^' 




riTUTHE GRATEFUL 
HANPCLASP OF PARTING 
EAGLE STILL WARM IN HIS 
PALM, TIM LEADS HIS MEN 
AWAY FROM THE PAINTEP 
BUTTES— ANP INTO NEW 
ADVENTURE ... 

DON'T MISS THE NEJfT 
ISSUE OF TIM HOLT! 




T NIGHT sounds floated up from the 

single street of Gunsight Gap, but the 
standing in the little hotel room did not 
them. His body was frozen with surprise, 
I rioting and churning with conjec- 
Again Flip Carson bent over his gunny- 
on the bed, upended it and shook it. The 
hal's badge was gone, there was no doubt, 
now! 

He turned on a bootheel and walked from 
the room, his lowslung Colts riding gently on 
his thighs. In his faded blue levis and worn 
flannel shirt with the string of his makings 
dangling from the pocket, he looked like any 
cowhand in from a ranch.* 

Flip stepped from the hotel out onto the 
board walk. His keen eyes took in the punch- 
ers moving on the street, the pools of light 
from the open doors of saloons and gambling 
halls. Down the street, past the town meeting 
house, was the sheriff's office. The little shack 
was dark, but Flip knew that many of the 
cow town sheriffs preferred to sit in darkness. 

He moved easily through the men who 
crowded the street, moving from saloon to 
saloon. He put a hand on the knob of the 
door and opened it. 

"Stand right there, stranger!" a voice 
rasped from the blackness. 

Flip chuckled, and lifted, his arms. He said, 
"Easy there, sheriff. I'm Carson, federal mar- 
shal. Came in to find out who wants a law- 
man's badge enough to steal it," 

A match flared, touched the wick of a kero- 
sene lamp swinging on a chain from the 
ceiling. A tall man, thin and wiry, turned to 
stare at Flip. 

The sheriff said, "So that's what th' hombre 
was after — my badge! Almost caught him 
earlier tonight, right here in th' office. But he 
vamosed before I could throw lead." 

Flip thumbed his broad-brimmed Stetson 
back on his head, "This is your town, sheriff. 
You must know who wants — or needs — a law 
badge!" 

The sheriff shook his head, puzzlement 
written on his face. "Beats me, marshal." 

Flip asked, "What was he like, this hombre 
who tried to rustle your badge? Did you see 
him? Hear anything that might give us a 
clue?" 

With a calloused hand, the sheriff stroked 
his jaw thoughtfully. "Hmmm. Let's see, now. 
He was a medium-sized ranny, with a checked 
shirt an' the usual levis. Wore one gun, on his 
right hip. Had a funny kind of hat,' with a 
.mighty low crown." 



Flip started. "1 own? Folded down 

and shaped round, wi rim?" 

"Why, yes. Do you 1 

Flip shook his head. "No. But it's a hint. 
Reckon I'll musey around an' see what I can 
dig up." 

The mention of the low-crowned sombrero 
stirred a vague memory in Flip's subcon- 
scious. As he left tin office and went 
back up the street, he thought of "Oregon Cal" 
Walker, the desperado whose favorite stunt 
was to take a job in a town, lean' oach 
schedules, times of gold shipments, when the 
guards would be doubled, wl y would 
be light. And Oregon Cal would one day 
vanish from town, hole up somewhere until 
the right moment came, and strike. He usually 
operated out of the pine hills of the north- 
west, or the lava flats of Idaho, but Flip could 
not rid himself of the notion that he might 
possibly have invaded the southwest. 

Flip went across the dusty main street. The 
clerk in the stagecoach office was just turning 
out the light when Flip came in. The clerk 
looked annoyed, and snapped, "Closin' time, 
stranger. Last stage went out 'bout an hour 
ago anyhow. Got to wait 'til tomorrow." 

Flip smiled. "I don't want a ticket, friend. 
Just information. Did you have another clerk 
in this office, up until recently?" 

The clerk swore feelingly. "Sure did! Quit 
on me tonight, just 'fore the stage went out. 
Been with me just long enough to break him 
in right, too !" 

"He wore low-crowned hats, did he?" 
"Huh! Reckon you know him. Well, you 
can tell him for me to stay out of Gunsight 
Gap. If he pokes his nose back here. I'll sure 
knock it flat for him!" 

Flip grinned, waved a good-night, and 
stepped from the office just as the lamp 
blinked out. He was certain, now: Oregon Cal 
was down here in New Mexico, about to make 
a strike. Flip loosened his sixguns in their 
holsters, grimly. It formed a pattern. Walker 
wanted a badge to ride on the stage. With a 
marshal's badge to flash on the guard" and 
driver, he could lull their suspicions. At the 
proper moment, Oregon Cal could out with 
his sixes, down the guard and driver, and 
make off with whatever swag the Concord 
held in its "boot." 

Flip ran with short, jerky steps toward the 
hotel stables. His big white gelding whinnied 
as Flip entered the wide door. A stableboy 
ran from the corner, where he had been polish- 
ing a saddle. Flip tossed a coin which the boy 
caught in an outstretched hand. 



•Watered and fed him, an' gave him a good 
rubd'own, sir," grinned the boy. "He's ready 
to run." 

"That's just what he's goin' to do, button," 
chuckled Flip, easing up into the kak. "See 
you later — maybe." 

The moon was a silver circle in the blue 
night sky as Flip gave the white saddler its 
head, riding with loose reins. The rawboned 
horse fled over sand hummocks, into shallow 
washes, and up across a boulder field where 
the gaunt rocks made queer shadows in the 
moonlight. 

The Gunsight Gap-Taos stage rounded the 
rim of the Agua Fria Peak and went straight 
west along the flats. Flip reasoned that Or- 
egon Cal would make his move somewhere in 
the shelter of the pines before they hit the 
flats. If his gelding wanted to run long enough, 
he could cut through the boulder fields and 
hit the coach before it rounded the Peak and 
headed west. 

After that — 

Flip sighed and touched trite worn walnut 
butts of his sixguns significantly. 
* * * 

Flip reined in the gelding in a stand of 
pines overlooking the Taos Trail. In the dis- 
tance he could hear the trundling Concord 
stage as it came around a bend in the foothills 
that sloped down from Agua Fria. He 
jabbed a toe into the gelding's side, urging 
him downslope. 

The stagecoach came into sight, swaying 
and bouncing. The driver leaned forward, 
reins in hands. Beside him sat a dark-faced 
guard,, a Winchester slung across his knees, 
On top of the stage, eased down amid gunny- 
sacks and valises, hunkered a broad-shoul- 
dered man in a black coat. 

A momentary doubt gripped Flip. Neither 
of the two guards wore low-crowned hats. 
Neither of them wore checked shirts. And 
Oregon Cal would scarcely ride inside the 
coach if he intended to plunder it. The stage 
did not stop between Gunsight Gap and Taos, 
and if he attempted to swing out while it was 
moving, he would warn the guards in plenty 
of time. 

Had he made a mistake? Were his calcula- 
tions about Oregon Cal just so much Wasted 
thinking? 

He was on the road, now. The driver had 
seen him, was reining in. The guards lifted 
dheir rifles to cover him. The stage bounced 
to a halt, ten feet away. 

Flip said, "I won't keep you, driver. I.JUSt 
wanted to ask directions to Santa Fe." 

The driver lifted an arm and pointed. 
"Circle to the south, stranger. Reckon if yuh 
ride with us a ways, yuh'll come to the trail." 

The guard beside the driver stretched and 
grinned. "Good thing yuh stopped us, friend. 
It's my turn to take it easy on top. Come on 
down here, Jim. I'll ride back there with the 



The man in the black eoat moved forward 
to the seat. The other dropped among the 
sacks and valises. He looked over at the white 
gelding andtnodded. 

"Mighty fine cayuse you have there." 
Flip Carson stiffened. His right hand 
dropped toward the handle of his low-tied 
Colt. But his involuntary movement of sur« 
prise betrayed him. 

-The man on the stagecoach roof lifted his 
Winchester and pressed the trigs; 

The two reports came as one. There had 
been no time to aim. A bullet ripped the 
fabric of Flip's shirtsleeve. His own quick 
snapshot had been just as .close. But J 
triggered his gun faster than the man could 
work -his rifle. Three reports blended into a 
long-drawn staccato thunder, and three ro; 
black dots appeared across the rifleman's 
shirtfront. 

The driver yelped in fright and amazement. 
The guard- swore and lifted his rifle, only to 
find himself looking down the long barrel of 
Flip's sixgun. 

Flip said grimly, "Relax, gents. Maybe you 
don't know it, but that man is — was — Oregon 
Cal Walker! He figured to plant a couple of 
lead pellets into your backbones. I'm Marshal 
Carson from the Territorial Capitol." 

The driver closed his mouth. He growled, 
""Yuh sure about them facts, stranger? This 
here man showed us his marshal's badge, 
when he asked for a ride to Taos, Where's 
yourn?" 

Flip chuckled and holstered his Colt. "It 
was my badge he stole. Ask the sheriff, next 
time you're in Gunsight Pass. Where's his 
warbag?" 

The driver reached under the seat, into the 
front boot, and drew out a gunnysack. Flip 
eased from the saddle and searched it. He 
drew out a lowcrowned sombrero, then his 
gleaming badge. 

The driver grunted, "Funny kind o' head- 
gear, ain't it?" 

"Funny for the southwest," nodded Flip, 
pinning the badge to his vest. "But very ordi- 
nary to Oregon. That's what made me think 
of Oregon Cal right off. Folks down in these 
parts wear their hats with a high crown. Folks 
up Oregon way wear a low crown. But more 
than that, they call a horse a bronc down here 
— up in Oregon they call him a cayuse!" 

The guard swore his admiration. "That's 
how yuh picked him out of us three, huh? 
Brrr . . . mighty glad yuh didn't think he was 
me!" 

Flip chuckled. "He was so tense that he 
realized at once his mistake. He tried to get 
me first, before he went for you. Lucky for 
all of us that he didn't!" 

The driver lifted his reins. The guard 
waved a hand. The stage trundled off toward 
Taos. 
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A GAMBLER WHO CHEATS BO THAT HE COULP totl -T^WU^lX A~ 

PREAPED PRAIRIE FIRE — THESE ARE THE ELEMENTS THAT INVOLVEP TIM MOLT AND 

CHITO AS Wey THUNPEREP OFF THE PAPPLEVJHEELER OLD GLORY »NTO A [dESPERwFe" 

"THE SPLASHING PAPPLEWHEEL OF 
THE STEAMBOAT OLO ©LORY THUnper* 
IN THEIR EAR© A£ TlM AND CHITO TORN 
LAZILY AWAY FROM THE RAIL . . . 





That night, in the 

9Ru.LlA.NTty LIGHTED 
SAtON 




TIM HOLT 

Tl/WS KEEN EVES CATCH 
A CARD TRANSFER SO 
SWIFT AS TO BAFFtE 
LESS SHARP Bye SIGHT/ 
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TIM HOLT 




LAUGH ALL VOU WANT- J COULD BE 
BUT I DON'T SAVVV . t-YTHE UAOy r 

HAS TOO * 
MUCH MOtM, 
EH? MAYBE SHE 
EES FOR LIKE 





tim hoit 



v 



NOW WE'RE THROUGH. OUR LIFE'S 

SAVINGS ARE GONE, AND WE DON'T 

HAVE A CHANCE TO POST BOND ON 

THE STAGECOACH CONTRACT/ -SOB- 




r r WORE A VEIL SO HO ONE 
WOULD NOTICE OUR FAMILY 
RESEMBLANCE - BUT IT 
DIDN'T DO ANy GOOD/ 



I'M NOT SO 

SURE. LET'S 

SEE THE 

CAPTAIN/ 




Ti^ ROWS STEADILY 
AWAY FROM THB BIG 
PADDLE WHEELER 




On shore, two 

SLIT-fiVED MEN STARK 
OUT OVER THE PLACIP 
5PREAD OF RIVER - 




down/ some vi see their rifle fire, 

OWLHOOTS ARE TIM. I WS6L TEACH THEM NOT, 



DRAWING A BEAD 
ON US. 



'TO (SO FOR TO SHOOT 
PEOPLES ON MOONLIGHT 
BOAT RIDE.' 



Aft THE RIFTING BOAT M0V6S 
DOWNSTREAM, TlM AND CHITO 
REPLY TO THE" GUNFIRE/ 

HOLD ON, CHITO. 
THEY AREN'T FIRING, 
ANYMORE. I'VE A * . 
HUNCH THEY'RE MAKING] 
A RUN FOR |T/ 



^**^E2 
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TIM HOLT 



NEXT DAY, IN THE LITTLE COW-TOWN" 

OF WANGKNOT'*- _.. 

I - ■ ' " r ^X I'D BE A FlNe * ■> 

I'P RATHER VOL) WAITED J ONE TO DESERT 
MERE, MISS PRISCILLA. ^ PAUL NOW- PLEASE, 
THERE'S LIABLE TO 6E 
/MORE SHOOTING. 



PAY AFTER PAY TIM LEADS HI* LITTLE 
BANP ACROSS THE PRAIRIE FLATS. 
OCCASIONALLY, PAR AHEAD, HE CATCHES 
5ISHT OF TWO DISTANT, FLEEING FIGURE0-- 




hlgh in 1he foothills, 
two snarling men rein in 
winded horses **» 



YUH 5E£ THIS GRA$S? 
IT BURNS, DON'T IT? 
N' THE WINP IS 

BLOWN' Toward 



they'll catch us.' 
we hap to steal' 
our saddlers. th6y 
/mst've paip ©oop 
Theirs 



The prv grass 
snaps and crackles 

A* THE CRfPfi TDflfHB* 
ARE rOOCHEO TO IT.' 
GREAT, ANGRV REP 
TONGUES FIARE Of 
TOWARD THE SK 




Mile* out on the unprotected flats -| 



Like a hungry monster , the great 
rep flames consume the drlep grasses, 
snapping, crackling. baking the eartw 
beneath the alr above. the firs 
rushes oh ] 




TIM HOLT 




C-HOKIN© iM THE THICK 5MOKE, THEIR 
FEET S-EAREP SV THE SPREADING FLAMES, -THE-/ 
STRUGGLE ON. SUDDENLY TIM CRIES OUT SHARPLY...! 



L\E DOWN, ALL OF VOU. 
SNAP OFF SOME OF '... 
LIL.VPAP STEMS. WE CAN 6REATW 
THROUGH THEM - WHILE THE 
CIOIS PAAftPA ns/pR US! . 



J. I'LL "W'l 
THOSE ^S 




Wet and prenchep, 
eut alive, tim and chito 
and the parkers' lie 

SUBMERGED, AS THE PRAlRiE 
WILDFIRE LEAPS ACROSS 
THE WATER • • .» • 



An hour later ... 



L/twsY have 



WE'LL 
A GOOD START "\ NEVER 
ON US NOW. / CATCH 
THEM.lT'6 
TOO LATE. 




TWO PAYS LATER, 
IN BORDER CITY 



HERE VUH ARE, BLACK"/. 
IT'S THE PARKERS' BOND 
MONEY. AN' 1 MIGHT 
ADD - THE PARKERS 
GOT KILLED IN A 
PRAIRIE F'REi 



VUH 
DONE 
GOOD, 
SOYS 
I'M GO\ti 
TO GIVE 
YL>H AN 



EXTRA COT 



FOR THISi 



TIM HOLT 



SINCE THE PARKERS CANT; HERE Y'ARE, GENTS. 



POST BONO, AND SINCE 
THEIR TIME TO PO SO 
EXPIRES AT NOON TOPAV, 
RECKON I'LL flOGBY OVER 
AND POST MY BON Pi 



30RDER S7AGE 
COMPANY AS SECOND 
glPDBR, IS OFFERIN' 
TO POST tTS PONO- 
RECKON T«AT filVES 
ME THE CONTRACT. 






IT'S ALMOST 

NOON) 
ECKERSLE?. 
AT NOON 
I'LL ACCEPT 
THE BONO, 
BUT NOT 
BEFORE. 



~ >V 



TO 



fts 



THERE! IT'S NOON NOW. 
ARE YJH (30 IN' TO GIVE 
ME THAT CONTRACT 

SI6N?». - 

1 AM. SINCE> 
'THE PARKERS 

0, FORFEITED ON 
\ pOSTlN' BOHQ, 
\ K, VOH GET THE 
QNf CONTRACT TO 
JV RUN THE STAGE 
JWkJO californy.' 



3 1 



U^OWN THE MlODLB OP PUtfTY 
MAIN STREET, A G-RIM PROCZSetOhi 
PRAWS STARES ANP WHISPERS... 




At the sunoown hotel, 
a little later •-- 



WE'LL TAKE 
CARE OF HER, 
SIR.ANP HER 
MOTHER, TO< 




&KM OF FACE ANP HARP OF PiB. 
TIM WALKS SACK THE WAY HE HAS 
CO/WE, WITH JUST ONE THOUGHT IN 
AAINO/ 



-T 



THERE'S A COUPLES •*" 
POLECATS IN THIS MAN'S 
TOWN THAT NIC o A 
U&&OH, CHITO- 



BORDER 

STAGE, 



N 



TIM HOLT 




FOR ONE PARALYSED MOMENT) 
THE GUNMEN STARE INTO COLO, 
CHILLING. EYES. THEN, WITH THE 
SPEEP OF UTTER FEAR, THEY CLEAR 
LEATHER. — 




-77* 



, IM'5> HANPS PROP AMP LIFT IN ON& 
FLUIP MOVEMENT TOO FAST FOR THE EVE 
TO FOLLOW. HI6 COLTS FLAME ANC 0L>CK - 





WHO 'RE \ DM HOLT'S 
NOU? /THE NAME-' 
NEVER MINP 
ME. BLACK"/ 
HERE WANTS 
TO SPEAK 
HIS PIECE-,, 

5&3~ 



JrJ A GASPING, SOB8ING VOICE, 
BLACKY ECKERSLEY TELLS THE 
TRUTH ABOUT THE BONO 
FORFEITURE 



^OME PAYS LATER — - 
?\N£ CAN'T THANK 10\> ENOUSH- 



r 



SINCE 8LACKV 
I KEPT THE PARKERS \ CAN'T J 
FROM COMIN' HERE ON ] OPERATE THAT 
TIME. 1 STOLE THEIR J STAGE TO 
MONEY, TRIEP TO /-"CALIFORNIA IN 
KILL 'EM -~S JAIL, WHERE HE'S 
MBPEP MUV PB0N7O 
- I'D ADVISE lov pove- 
T0 KiTE OVER TO 
THE HOTEL WITH 
A HevJ CONTRACT- 



<U 



50 \ME'RE GIVING VOL) THE 
FIRST RIOE ON THE NEW 
-ALL THE 




